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After ? Well, who knew ? She lived in advance, danger-
ously, with Francis Wilmot. In the meantime this action
for slander was a bore ! And shaking the idea out of her
head, she ordered her horse, changed her clothes, and
repaired to the Row. After that she again changed her
clothes, went to the Cosmopolis Hotel, and danced with
her mask-faced partner, and Francis Wilmot. After that
she changed her clothes once more, went to a first night,
partook of supper afterwards with the principal actor and
his party, and was in bed by two o'clock.
Like most reputations, that of Marjorie Ferrar received
more than its deserts. If you avow a creed of indulgence,
you will be indulged by the credulous. In truth she had
only had two love-affairs passing the limits of decorum ;
had smoked opium once, and been sick over it; and had
sniffed cocaine just to see what it was like. She gambled
only with discretion, and chiefly on race-horses ; drank
with strict moderation and a good head ; smoked of course,
but the purest cigarettes she could get, and through a
holder. If she had learned suggestive forms of dancing,
she danced them but once in a blue moon. She rarely
rode at a five-barred gate, and that only on horses whose
powers she knew. To be in the know she read, of course,
anything * extreme,' but would not go out of her way to
do so. She had flown, but just to Paris. She drove a car
well, and of course fast, but never to the danger of herself,
and seldom to the real danger of the public. She had
splendid health, and took care of it in private. She could
always sleep at ten minutes' notice, and when she sat up
half the night, slept half the day. She was * in ' with the
advanced theatre, but took it as it came. Her book ot
poems, which had received praise because they emanated
from one of a class supposed to be unpoetic, was remark-
able not so much for irregularity of thought as for irregu-